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couple of minutes.  Three Red Army men galloped off, two
were killed, and the remainder disarmed.
Gregor curtly cross-examined the Red commander,
thrusting the barrel of his revolver into the man's mouth :
" What's your name, you serpent ? "
" Likhachev."
" What were you hoping to do, riding with only nine men"
as bodyguard ? Did you think the cossacks would fall on
their knees before you and ask forgiveness ? "
" Kill me 1 "
" All in good time ! " Gregor consoled him. " Where are
your documents ? "
" In my pack.  Take them, you bandit . . . swine ! "
Paying no attention to Likhachev's curses, Gregor himself
searched him, pulled a second Browning out of the pocket
of his sheepskin jacket and removed his Mauser and field-
pack. In a side-pocket he found a cigarette-case and a small
notebook of papers.
Likhachev cursed and groaixed incessantly. Gregor's blow
had struck his head and slipped to his right shoulder.
" Take off your jacket, commissar ! " Gregor commanded.
" You're sleek, youVe grown fat on cossack bread, and I
don't think you'll freeze."
The prisoners' hands were bound behind them with
bridles and straps, and they were seated on their horses.
The party spent the night in Bazki, not far from Vieshenska.
Likhachev tossed about on the floor by the stove, groaning
and grinding his teeth. Gregor washed and bound up his
shoulder., But he refused to answer the man's questions.
He sat at the table studying the captured documents, the^
lists of Vieshenska counter-revolutionaries supplied by the ^
Revolutionary Tribunal, the notebook, letters and marks
on the mstp. Occasionally he stared at Likhachev, exchang-
ing glances as though crossing swords. The cossacks
remained awake all night, going out from time to time to
see to their horses, or lying and talking and smoking in the
porch.
Just before dawn Gregor dozed off, but quickly awoke
and raised his head from the table.  He saw Likhachev
seated on the straw untying the bandage with his teeth and*!
tearing away the compress.  He glanced up at Gregor with
harsh, bloodshot eyes. His teeth were bared tormentedlv.  ,